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How confident the roses bloom,
As if it ne'er could be December!

Nor more it shall, while in your eyes
My heart its summer heat recovers.

And yon, howe'er your mirror lies,
Find your old beauty in your lover's."

THE NEST

MAY

WHEN oaken woods with buds are pink,
And new-come birds each morning sing,

When fickle May on Summer's brink
Pauses, and knows not which to fling,

Whether fresh bud and bloom again,

Or hoar-frost silvering hill and plain.

Then from the honeysuckle gray
The oriole with experienced quest

Twitches the fibrous bark away,
The cordage of his hammock-nest,

Cheering his labor with a note

Rich as the orange of his throat.

High o'er the loud and dusty road
The soft gray cup in safety swings.

To brim ere August with its load

Of downy breasts and throbbing wingsy

O'er which the friendly elm-tree heaves

An emerald roof with sculptured eaves.